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The REAL Story
I wrote this for the pro
Fessor is what I call him
Who attempted to understand me
Not even knowing me.
He thought he could heal me
With what he thought was insight
Not knowing he was simply
On the outside... looking in.
Yeah, he heard me talking,
So he must have been close to the window,
And I can see the breath mark that he made.
But between the wind and the bending of trees,
The words must have gotten muffled some way
Because it wasn't a slap I longed to give.
I wanted to remove him completely
From my memory.
I wanted to go back and erase
Every moment of his existence ...in me.
I cried at the thought of choosing
The biggest mistake of my life,
And when the phone rings, or
When the house is too quiet,
It's a never-ending dream in the night.
I cry, can't sleep, can't dream, can't hope.
I wish I could feel my soul.
It's gone, my cause, I am the effect
Of love found and forever gone.
knew and was told,
And anything else I could think of
Turned me in the opposite direction
But that thing, um, um,
I forget what they call it,
Kept telling me we had a great connection.
It wasn't. It's not. When will it stop?
I'm dreaming, but I never closed my eyes.
To keep me, there should have been
A bolt of lightning,
From the biggest mistake of my life.
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